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presence was observed from the front window of the Wye es-
tablishment, where the guileless Dumbell, weary of the
wrangling between his wife and his father, was standing to
watch the approach of the non-human storm. He must have
called Thuella upon the scene at once, for while the visitor
still stood at Nance's door waiting for an answer to her hesi-
tant tap, that young woman, her painter's smock surmounted
by a shawl, burst from their house and rushed across the flower-
beds to greet her. "Oh, I'm so glad you've come! Oh, I've
got such news for you, such incredible news!"
"How is Uryen?" was Wizzie's reply to this. "Has Nance
come "back? Will he come to the door? Is he still?	"
"Hush—he's coining now—oh, such news, my lovely one!
You must come—-goodbye!" And before the man inside had
got the door open the excited girl was back again in her own
house.
How do you do, Mr. Qulrm?   I came to bring—   Nance
too much to carry—   I hope you don't mind	"   She
brought out these sentences in spasmodic jerks, while all he
said was, "Come in, child. It's warmer in than out." This last
sentence he repeated as he ushered her into their untidy room.
"Wanner in—than out, in than out."
"How are you, Mr. Quirm?" she said, when the door was
shut and she'd slipped off her ulster and laid down her things.
He made no attempt to help her in this, but stood with his
back to the window gazing gloomily, and she fancied a little
reproachfully, into her face. Without a second's hesitation she
took off her hat, and throwing it down on the nearest chair,
gave him the sweetest smile she had ever given to anyone in
her life. A faint gleam came into his heavy-lidded eyes.
"How—pretty—you—are!" he murmured in a low whis-
per; and suddenly, to her intense surprise, he moved a step
nearer, and taking her small head between his hands, bent
down and kissed it.
The touch of his hands, his breath on her hair, made Wiz-
zie's heart beat furiously. Her legs too began to feel weak and
shaky; and in the pit of her stomach she had the sensation she
used to have as a little girl when she was being swung too
high.
"Alone—with—him—at last," the pit of her stomach said.
"Alone—with him—at last," repeated the trembling breasts

